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THE TRANSATLANTIC' TEAM 
THREE CONSENTING ADULTS, BORN IN BARCELONA, 
PROFESSIONAL DESIGNERS, CLIMBED ABOARD THEIR 
TRANSATLANTIC, THREW OLD IDEAS OVERBOARD WITHOUT 
LIFEBELTS AND DIVED INTO THEIR IMAGINATION LOOKTNG FOR 
UNSUSPECTED ANSWERS TO EVERYDAY PROBLEMS. 
hree consenting adults, born in 
Barcelona, professional desig- 
ners, climbed aboard their Tran- 
satlantic, threw old ideas overboard 
without lifebelts and dived into their 
imagination looking for unsuspected 
answers to everyday problems. What 
began as a game, a playful pirouette, 
has aroused great interest inside and 
outside the country and has turned 
workshop prototypes into reality. 
Ramon Benedito, Lluis Morillas and Jo- 
sep Puig are the helmsmen of the Tran- 
satlantic. Their journey together started 
on a barge on the lake of Banyoles. 
From the barge to the Transatlantic was 
a single step. What started as a ioint 
exercise in fantasy, to squeeze the iuice 
from a mind al1 too often corseted by 
industrial demands, to share a drink 
around an alternative design-idea, 
soon became a collection of four pro- 
totypes called Sensual Furniture ( 1 9841, 
made up of the Frenzy Stool, the Inti- 
mate Bar, the Seductive Chair and the 
Mesanela table. This first programme of 
sensual furniture consists of provocative 
avant-garde obiects that blend irony 
and provocation, the wink and the 
smile. At its debut in society, in 1984, it 
won the first Bimo design competition, in 
Bilbao. One year later, the night-spots 
of Barcelona, Milan and New York be- 
gan to show their fascination for the 
sensual furniture, of which the Frenzy 
Stool is the indisputable star. 
The sensual furniture is designed to ero- 
ticize the last gin-tonic of the day. The 
stool with a seat in the form of an un- 
dergarment, the bar at which you can 
merge with the lady opposite you in- 
stead of smelling the waiter's breath, 
the mesanela where you can put your 
glass down and your feet up and the 
seductive chairs, whose rocking move- 
ment can convey a subliminal message, 
were the first instalment. The second 
was the Mobili Eterni: Nexus, Absolute 
Divan and Caiablanca. 
The eterna1 furniture is one of the latest 
reflections of the Transatlantic group. 
The most recent, furniture for medita- 
tion, is still sub judice, enclosed in the 
cranial structures of these three mari- 
ners of design. 
Nexus is a sort of consecration of the 
Kama Sutra. It is an item that attempts to 
resolve al1 the questions contained in 
the oriental book of pleasure in the 
most comfortable way possible. It is an 
alternative based on desire, to dyna- 
mite the missionary position and allow 
intense enjoyment. In developing it, its 
creators have studied every amorous 
position there is. The final result, Nexus, 
is a flat surface dotted with points of 
light, and transversally bisected by a 
block of mouldable plastic material with 
a cutaneous feel. The intelligent arran- 
gement of these two planes makes it the 
structure of desire. Or possibly an item 
of furniture from paradise, stolen from 
us by the Sacred History. 
Along with Nexus there is the Absolute 
Divan, or how to get the most out of 
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reading and relaxing, with a unique 
arrangement of different materials such 
as silicon alloyed with cotton and tem- 
perature-controlled water, or bronze, 
aluminium and natural rubber. Holo- 
graphy and a small computer complete 
this little spaceship of planetary rest 
that goes beyond the wildest of Verne's 
dreams. And, for eterna1 transcen- 
dence, there is the Caiablanca, the de- 
fence of memory, an urban totem of 
orichalc-coated porcelain, with soft, 
corporeal light and a box of rock 
crystal incorporated in this monolithic 
homage to individuality. This white box, 
like the block box of an aeroplane, is  
intended to preserve and eternalize 
personal recollections of catachlysms; 
the computer only allows it to be ope- 
ned by the voice of its worshipper, as if 
it were a modern-doy Ali Baba's cave. 
But Transatlantic is also the Caramelo 
Chip, an aphrodisiac invention which 
elevates the common sweet to the 
heights of discotheque sensation with a 
homage to Silicon Valley thrown in, or 
the Barcelona Interiors, which incorpo- 
rate jewels in underwear and turn a pair 
of knickers into a showcase and a sex 
organ into a treasure. 
"Fantasy rules!" cry the sailors of the 
Transatlantic when the militants of ratio- 
nalism attack them for putting pleasure 
first and undermining the classical 
ideals of beauty. The defenders of con- 
ventionalism, more interested in criticism 
than in creation, forget their classics. 
Take for example the mathematician 
and physicist Blaise Pascal, the torture 
of our schooldays; "There is  a certain 
type of enioyment of beauty which con- 
sists in a connection between our nature 
and that which impresses us". Transa- 
tlantic impresses as much through this 
connection as through the permanent 
capacity for revising our own ideas. If 
Pascal were alive, he might revolutio- 
nize the principles of hydrostatics 
stretched out on the Absolute Divan. Or 
he might ioin the Transatlantic. 
